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we saw again that better known and friendlier shape, our ovm
ship.   An Armada, it seemed, had come for us.
The cruiser Ajax, while we lay shivering under the pram
upon our beach, had been on a visit to South Georgia with
the Governor of the Falkland Islands on board.   His Excel-
lency stayed for several days on King Edward's Point \%ith
the Magistrate and was entertained by the manager of the
whaling station.   He entertained back.     He went on an
expedition across Cumberland Bay to shoot the reindeer,
introduced by the Norwegians years ago and now flourish-
ing on an isthmus like the green bay tree, so much so
that a yearly shoot is  organized to discourage  them   a
little.   After a few days the Ajax sailed for Port Stanley,
where she was due to give a dance in the Town Hall.
But shortly after leaving South Georgia she received the
message from Discovery II and, dance or no dance, turned
and headed southwards at thirty knots.   Within twenty-four
hours she loomed into view of our tired and anxious eyes.
The Captain of Discovery //went aboard her.
" How long can you stay? "
" A week if necessary."
" Can you search the beaches? "
" I can't put my boats out in this swell/*
" Will you search a square of open sea thirty miles wide to
the west of this bay? They may have drifted,   ftaafa will
work another square to eastward.   I'll stay here and south
the beaches."
The Penola came alongside the man-of-war, dwarfed by
those grey embattled sides, Ryder, her young captain,
looking upwards towards the fore-truck of his littk ship,
shouted, " Can I be of any assistance to you? " Aad the
men gazing down in rows from the cruiser's deck laughed mt
the tiny untidy craft and at her eager crew so anxiom to da
something. Penola spread her sails and, upcm wings of
beauty, disappeared to eastward round the far headland.
From our beach we saw the Ajax, long and lithe, "